THE    NEW    MONGOLIA

"Will you weigh it?" says the Mongolian to the
shopkeeper.

Van Ti, the assistant, brings a long stick, places
one end on his own shoulder and the other on the
Mongolian's. The Chinaman suspends a pair of
scales from the middle of the stick and starts weighing
one rope after another, noting down the weights on a
piece of paper and finally adding up the figures with
the aid of a counter.

"Two hundred and eighty-nine gins" he announces
finally,

"You're lying!" bursts out the Mongolian.

"But you saw me do the weighing!"

"That's true. But you're cheating nevertheless, for
it's not two hundred and eighty-nine but two hundred
and ninety-five gins. I weighed the load very care-
fully at home."

"Dqyf9 (right), says the shopkeeper without the
least trace of embarrassment. "Van Ti, take this camel's
hair to the shed."

The weighing of the entire load of camel's hair means
that the Mongolian is going to indulge in a riot of
shopping. Accordingly, he takes lunch with the shop-
keeper, and it is not before evening that, after hours of
vehement bargaining, the Mongolian's ox-cart passes
out through the gate, laden with all manner of goods
bartered for the camel's hair.

Both the shopkeeper and the customer are happy,
each being convinced that he had got the better of the
other,
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